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DOOMED 

CUT OFF MY WINGS AND COME LOCK ME UP, JUST PULL THE PLUG YEAH, 

I'VE HAD ENOUGH. TEAR ME TO PIECES, SELL ME FOR PARTS. YOU'RE ALL 
VAMPIRES SO HERE. YOU CAN HAVE MY HEART. 

THE WORLD S A FUNERAL, A ROOM OF GHOSTS. NO HINT OF MOVEMENT, NO 
SIGN OF PULSE. ONLY AN ECHO, JUST SKIN AND 80NE. THEY KICKED THE 
CHAIR BUT WE HELPED TIE THE ROPE, 

SO COME RAIN ON MY PARADE COS ‘ I WANNA FEEL IT, COME SHOVE ME 
OVER THE EDGE COS' MY HEAD IS IN OVERDRIVE. I'M SORRY BUT IT S TOO 
LATE AND IT’S NOT WORTH SAVING, SO COME RAIN ON MY PARADE. I THINK 
WE’RE DOOMED AND NOW THERE'S NO WAY BACK. 

YOU MUST HAVE MADE SOME KIND OF MISTAKE, I ASKED FOR DEATH BUT 
INSTEAD I'M AWAKE THE DEVIL TOLD ME "NO ROOM FOR CHEATS", l 
THOUGHT 1*0 SOLD MY SOUL BUT HE KEPT THE RECEIPT, 

SO LEAVE A LIGHT ON, I’M COMING HOME, IT’S GETTING DARKER BUT I'LL 
CARRY ON THE SUN DON'T SHINE BUT IT NEVER DID. AND WHEN IT RAINS IT 
FUCKING POURS, BUT I THINK I LIKE IT (AND YOU KNOW THAT I M IN LOVE 
WITH THE MESS). 

I THINK WE RE DOOMED & NOW THERE’S NO WAY BACK. 
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IT’S FUNNY HOW THINGS WORK OUT* SUCH A BITTER IRONY, LIKE A KICK 
RIGHT TO THB TEETH.' IT .FEt;V «HT FfcOM THE StAfcT, BUT I 

COULDN'T EVEN BEE T T R'jfcjE $' : (I ’ M ft AID YOU ASKED 

FOR THIS) Ji?’? $ ' 


THRONE 


REMEMBER THE MOMENT YOU LEFT ME ALONE AND BROKE EVERY PROMISE 
YOU EVER MADE. I WAS AN OCEAN, LOST IN THE OPEN, NOTHING COULD 
TAKE THE PAIN AWAY. 


YOU’VE GOT A LOT OF NERVE, BUT NOT A LOT OF SPINE, YOU MADE YOUR 
BED WHEN Y Ou WOW R : f^ ^ 8 1-.. 


SO YOU CAN THROW ME TO THE WOLVES, TOMORROW I WILL COME BACK 
LEADER OF THE WHOLE PACK. BEAT ME BLACK AND BLUE, EVERY WOUND 
WILL SHAPE ME, EVERY SCAR WILL BUILD MY THRONE. 


I WOULDN’T HOLD MY BREATH iP I WAS YOU, COS I’LL FORGET BUT I’LL 
NEVER FORGIVE YOU. DON’T YOU KNOW TRUE FRIENDS STAB YOU IN THE 
FRONT?; I WOULDN’T HOLf ^^EATH IP I WAS YOU, YOU BROKE MY HEART 
AND THERE'S NOTHING YQU^jP* .&£>: AND- NG;vY YOU KffQW TRUE FRIENDS 
STAB YOU IN THE FRONT. 


THE STICKS AND THE STONES THAT YOU USED TO THROW HAVE BUILT ME AN 
EMPIRE, SO DON’T EVEN TRY TO CRY ME A RIVER COS’ I FORGIVE YOU, YOU 
ARE THE REASON I STILL FIGHT. 


IT’S KIND OF SAD COS’ WHAT WE HAD, WELL ;|iY COULD HAVE BEEN 
SOMETHING, I GUESS IT WASN’T MEANT TO BE, {$0 MOW DARE YOU) TRY 
AND STEAL MY FLAME 4U$T COS’ YOURS FAOfO, WELL HATE IS GASOLINE 
FIRE FUELLING ALL MY DREAMS. ‘/j‘ 


I’LL LEAVE YOU CHOKING ON EVERY WORD YOU LEFT UNSPOKEN, REBUILD 
ALL THAT YOU’VE BROKEN AND NOW YOU KNOW, EVERY WOUND WILL SHAP 
ME, EVERY SCAR WILL BUILD MY THRONE. 


YOU CAN RUN; BUT YOU CAN'T HIDE, TIME WON’T HELP 
HAS NO DEADLINE. 








WHAT YOU NEED 

YOU’RE HYPNOTISED, CAN’T SEE THE SIGNS, I’D LIKE TO HELP YOU BUT 
I THINK IT’S TOO LATE. MADE UP YOUR MIND AND NOW YOU’RE BLIND, I 
GUESS IT’S EASIER THAN MAKING MISTAKES. 

DON’T ASK ME WHY TO ROLL YOUR EYES AT THE ANSWER, YOU WANT A 
FIGHT BUT I WON’T BITE ON THE BAIT. AND I’M NOT TRYING TO CHANGE 
YOUR EYES SO DON’T PANIC COS’ I’M NOT SELLING. 

SO DON’T TELL ME WHAT I CAN SEE, COS’ WE BOTH KNOW IT’S YOU NOT 
ME. YOU DON’T WANT THIS, BUT IT’S WHAT YOU NEED AND YOU’LL SEE IT 
WHEN YOU BELIEVE. 

GIVE ME A BREAK, COS’ l CAN’T TAKE ANOTHER SECOND, YOU'RE A 
FUCKING HEADACHE. I AIN’T GOT TIME TO CHANGE YOUR MIND, HOW CAN I 
MOVE YOU WHEN YOU’RE STUCK IN YOUR WAYS? I’M JUST SAYING... 

DON’T COME CRAWLING BACK TO ME WHEN YOU BREAK DOWN, COS’ 

YOU DUG YOURSELF INTO THIS HOLE ALL BY YOURSELF. YOU CAN FIND 
SOMEBODY ELSE. 

YEAH, HELL YEAH. YOU MAKE ME WANNA SLIT MY WRISTS & PLAY IN MY 
OWN BLOOD. 

YEAH, HELL YEAH. YOU MAKE ME WANNA KILL MYSELF JUST FOR THE 
FUCKING FUN. 




AVALANCHE 

CUT ME OPEN AND TELL ME WHAT’S INSIDE. DIAGNOSE ME COS^i G*kN T T 
KEEP WONDERING WHY. AND NO, IT’S NOT A PHASE COS’ IT HAPPENS ALL 
THE TIME. START OVER, CHECK AGAIN, NOW TELL ME WHAT YOU FIND. 

COS’ I’M GOING OUT OF FREQUENCY, CAN ANYONE RESPOND? 

IT’S LIKE AN AVALANCHE, l FEEL MYSELF GO UNDER, AND THE WEIGHT OF 
IT’S LIKE HANDS AROUND MY NECK. I NEVER STOOD A CHANCE, MY HEART 
HAS FROZEN OVER, AND I FEEL LIKE I AM TREADING ON THIN IC:£> 

AM I BROKEN? WHAT’S THE CHANCE I WILL SURVIVE? DON’T SUGARCOAT 
ME, COS’ I FEEL LIKE SUICIDE. JUST GIVE IT TO ME STRAIGHT COS 1 
I'M RUNNING OUT OF TIME. I NEED AN ANTIDOTE, NOW WHAT CAN YOU 
PRESCRIBE? I'M GOING UNDER. 

I NEED A CURE FOR ME, COS’ THE SQUARE DOESN’T FIT THE CIRCLE. GIVE 
ME A REMEDY, COS’ MY HEAD WASN’T WIRED FOR THIS WORLD. WHEN IT 
HITS, WELL IT HITS LIKE AN AVALANCHE. 


MY HEARTS A HIEROGLYPH, IT TALKS IN TONGUES. 

TEN THOUSAND VOICES FILL MY BROKEN LUNGS. BUT THROUGH THE WHITE 
WAVE I yWjL HEAR Ir A #§£ATH^LET’S ; D lS APPE AR . ; 

NO-ONE WILL MISS US, SO WHY ARE WE STILL HERE? AND IN THE BLACK 
.Note YOU WILL SEE 1$ *' . ' - 

COS’ THIS IS NOT ENOUGH A NO WAS* FOR TH$M TO OUT ME UP. SO 

GIVE ME At|$| YOU’VE GOT, TWEY^L NEVER STOP UNTIL THEY SEE IT FALL, 
SO LET’S RUN. ; ' ' * |y K t i 

YOUR HEAD’S A HURRICANE, It M.OV«S,TN WAVES, A PERFECT STORM THAT 
KEEPS YOU WIDE AWAKE;.UGj* iTrE'STLENCE YOU WILL FEEL ||| 
IT BURN. SO TAKE MY HAND AND LET’S FADE AWAY. YOU KNOW THERE’S 
NOTHING HERE TO MAKE OS STAY. AND If* THE DARKNESS YOU WILL SEE 

? t ’ 1 / "l * 

SO LET’S RUN AWAY, COS’ E VEI*yV^ | N'G’$ BROKEN AND WE RE SO MUCH 
MORE THAN ANOTHER BRICK IN THE GREY. SO GIVE IT YOUR EVERY, GIVE 
:ME YOUR EVERYTHING AND LET S GET AWAY, COS’ EVERYTHING’S BROKEN, 

> KNOW THAT WE’RE MORE THAN ANOTWER GRICK IN THE GREY. SO GIVE IT 
YOUR SVERY, GIVE ME YOUR EVERYTHING. | . f§ 


DROWN 


WHAT DOESN’T KILL YOU, MAKES YOU WISH YOU WERE DEAD. <50T A BQt$ 
IN MY SOUL GROWING DEEPER AND DEEPER. AND I CAN'T TAKE OiNE MORE 
MOMENT OF THIS SILENCE, THE LONELINESS IS HAUNTING ME. Atip THE 
WEIGHT OF THE WORLD’S GETTING HARDER TO HOLD UP. 

IT COMES IN WAVES, 1 CLOSE MY EYES. HOLD MY BREATH AND LET IT BURY 
ME. I’M NOT OKAY, AND IT’S NOT ALRIGHT. WON’T YOU DRAG THE LAKE AND 
BRING ME HOME AGAIN? 

WHO WILL FIX ME NOW? DIVE IN WHEN I’M DOWN? SAVE ME FROM MYSELF, 
DON’T LET ME DROWN. WHO WILL MAKE ME FIGHT? DRAG ME OUT ALIVE? 
SAVE ME FROM MYSELF, DON’T LET ME DROWN. 

WHAT DOESN’T DESTROY YOU, LEAVES YOU BROKEN INSTEAD. GOT A HOLE 
IN MY SOUL GROWING DEEPER AND DEEPER. AND I CAN’T TAKE ONE MORE 
MOMENT OF THIS SILENCE. THE LONELINESS IS HAUNTING ME. AND THE 
WEIGHT OF THE WORLD’S GETTING HARDER TO HOLD UP. 

COS’ YOU KNOW THAT I CAN’T DO THIS ON MY OWN. 

BLASPHEMY 

ASK NO QUESTIONS AND YOU’LL GET NO LIES. TURN THE CHEEK AND BLIND 
THE EYE (LET IT GO). BEND THE KNEE AND GIVE AWAY YOUR LIFE. BITE 
YOUR TONGUE AND CLOSE YOUR MIND (NEVER KNOW). 

IT MAKES NO SENSE BUT IT MUST BE RIGHT, THE BLOOD AND SWEAT YOU 
SACRIFICED. WAS IT ALL FOR NOTHING? COS’ WE’VE FOUND NO SIGN ANO 
WE’VE SEEN NO LIGHT, WE HEAR NO VOICE WHEN WE PRAY AT NIGHT BUT 
WE SWORE AND NOW IT’S TOO LATE TO TURN BACK. 

YOU’RE NOT BLESSED, YOU’RE CURSED AND IT’S GETTING WORSE NOW. 

YOU’VE GOT HELL TO PAY, BUT YOU ALREADY SOLD YOUR SOUL. IT’S 
BLASPHEMY, BUT THE WOROS DON’T MAKE SENSE NO MORE. WHAT WOULD 
YOUR MOTHER SAY? YOUR FAITH HAS YOU IMMURED. SO DON’T TRY AND 
TELL ME THAT YOU STILL BELIEVE, NO DON’T PREACH TO ME. 


oh no : 

YOU DON’T HAVE TO LIE I KNOW EXACTLY WHERE YOU’VE BEEN COS’ YOU’RE CHEWING 
OFF MY EAR WHILE YOU’RE CHEWING ON YOUR CHIN. 

NO WE’RE NOT ON THE LEVEL, YOU’RE JUST OFF YOUR FACE. IT’S NOT A STATE OF 
MIND NO, YOUR HEAD’S JUST IN A STATE. I MAY BE ON THE OUTSIDE BUT YOU’RE 
EMPTY WITHIN. IT’S GETTING KIND OF OLD NOW, I THINK IT’S TIME TO PACK IT IN. 

DON’T CALL IT A PARTY, COS’ IT NEVER STOPS. NOW ONE IS TOO MANY BUT IT’S NEVER 
ENOUGH. DON’T TELL ME YOU’RE HAPPY, COS’ THIS ISN’T LOVE, SO BE CAREFUL WHAT 
YOU WISH FOR. 

WHO YOU TRYING TO FOOL? YOU KNOW YOU’RE IN OVER YOUR HEAD. COS’ YOU’RE 
HOLDING ONTO HEAVEN BUT YOU’RE HANGING BY A THREAD. 

OH NO. 


OLIVER SYKES - VOCALS 
LEE MALI A ~ GUITARS 

JORDAN FISH - ELECTRONICS/BACKING VOCALS 
MATT KEAN * BASS 
MAT NtCHOLLS - DRUMS 

MUSIC BY BRING ME THE HORIZON. WORDS BY OLIVER SYKES. PUBLISHED BY BMG 
CHRYSALIS. PRODUCEO BY JOROAN FISH & OLIVER SYKES. ENGINEERED BY AL GROVES. 
MIXED BY DAN LANCASTER. MASTERED BY TED JENSEN FOR STERLING MASTERING. 
ASSISTANT ENGINEERING BY NIKOS GOUDINAKIS. ADDITIONAL ENGINEERING BY 
JORDAN FISM & SAM WINFIELD. VIOLINS BY WILL HARVEY OF PARALLAX ORCHESTRA 
(TRACKS 1,2,3,4,5,7,10 & 11). CELLOS 8Y MADDIE CUTTER OF PARALLAX ORCHESTRA 
(TRACKS 1,2,3,4,5,7,10 & 11). ADDITIONAL VOCALS ON HAPPY SONG BY EMMA FISH. 
RECOROED AT BLACK ROCK STUDIOS, SANTORINI, GREECE. CELLOS.RECORDED AT 
STUDIO 91, NEWBURY, UK. GANG VOCALS RECORDED AT OROP DEAD. SHEFFIELD, UK. 

MANAGEMENT - RAW POWER MANAGEMENT 

CRAIG JENNINGS, MATT ASH & ROSIE JENNINGS 

INFO@RAWPOWERMANAGEMENT.COM 

ARTWORK BY MAXIM SCOTT * WWW.MAXIMSCOTT.COM 





